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some unknown presentiment of evil ; but it
seemed as though our return there was
inevitable.

Within twenty-four hours after we had
heard of Mr. Heath's death came the letter
offering Manipur again to my husband. I
watched his face light up as he read it, full
of eagerness to get back to the place he
loved, and I knew that I could never tell
him that I did not want him to go. My
reasons for not wishing to return seemed
childish, and I thought he would not
understand the superstitious ideas which
filled me with dread at the idea of
going back. So when he came to me
with the letter and asked me to decide
whether we should say yes or no to it,
I said we had better accept what it
offered.

As it was so late in the year for travel-
ling, and the weather so hot and un-
healthy, my husband decided to leave me
in Shillong on his way to Manipur, and let